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PUCK’S ANNUAL 


FOR 


1880 


has already caused the Presidential issue to become of 
secondary interest. 
Lorp BEACONSFIELD will not call the British Parlia- 
ment together until 
Puck’s Annual 





is issued—neither will Congress be convened or Christ- 
mas celebrated. This is trustworthy, as will be clearly 
seen from the announcement that 
PUCK’S ANNUAL. 
will be fired upon an expectant world about 
THE FIRST WEEK IN DECEMBER. 
The stories, poems and articles, are all new and ori- 
ginal, and have already received the highest encomiums 
from their authors and other gifted individuals. 
As for the pictures, by Puck’s artistic staff, they must 
be seen to be believed in. The price 
will be 25 cents currency. 


an old man who stood near me, gazing with 
eager, wolfish eyes through a window in the 
large house. ¢ 

Instinctively I followed his fixed, almost 
unearthly stare. Looking through the illu- 
minated panes, I saw a brilliant company 
feasting and making merry, in accordance with 
the traditions of the season. One was a gentle- 
man with mild, irresolute features, who had the 
general appearance of a western Sunday-School 
Superintendent, and who in some vague way 
suggested, to the eye of the beholder, country- 
fairs, prize-pumpkins, and temperance drinks. 
How a man could suggest such things, I do not 
know; but they came to my mind as I regarded 
him. Perhaps the cold had made me too 
imaginative. Near this person sat an elderly 
foreigner, with a spreading beard. He might 
have been, from his looks, a well-to-do music- 
teacher—if there ever was such a thing. His 
neighbor was a stubbly-bearded, bankerish- 
looking character, smug and complacent, yet 
with a certain strange speculation in his eye. 
The fourth feaster was phenomenally thin and 
dried up, and had a large Roman nose and a 
muscular nether jaw. 

But it was on the first described member of 
the party that the gaze of the old gentleman 
by my side was riveted. And after a moment, 
as he grasped my wrist with one icy hand, he 
pointed the long, tremulous index finger of the 
other straight at the mild reveler, hissing: 

‘Do you see him—there? ‘That’s the man 
who tells ME to be thankful—ME!’ 

‘Who are you, then ?’ I cried in affrighted 
amazement: ‘speak and tell me who!’ 

‘I am,’ he answered, solemnly, ‘the Great 
Disconcerted. Never mind my name. It is 
stricken from the roll of fame by a vote of 
eight toseven. is is there! It is branded 
with Fraud—Fraud with a fearful big F—but 
what’s the odds? If they had marked him 
Horse- Thief, or tattooed him in blue, it wouldn’t 
have done me any good.’ 

‘But what is your story, old man?’ I in- 
quired. 

‘ Listen!’ was his reply: ‘and you shall hear 
a genuine old-fashioned Tale of Woe.’ 

‘ Perhaps,’ I suggested, ‘ you’ll come some- 
where and sit down, where you can warm your- 
self and lubricate your thorax, while you're 


Puckerings. 


Mr. Hayes, if you eat your turkey dry, you 
have no conception of the sacredness of this 
festival, 








SomEBopy ought to send the Seventh regi- 
ment a turkey. We only wonder it hasn’t asked 
for one. 





More Worlds than one, did you say, Mr. 
Proctor? Well, really, we always gave it 
credit for a larger circulation than that. 





Why not elect Dr. Carver a Judge? He 
seems to have the same qualifications as Mr. 
Gildersleeve; and more of them. 





It is fortunate for Mr. Captain Williams that 
it was Mr, Charles W. Smith, instead of Judge 
Gildersleeve or Mr. Assistant-District Attorney 
Rollins. 





WE are told that the earth will not be as cold 
as the moon for 2,500,000,000 years. The 
moon must be the private paradise of the 
Adams family. 





Isn’r it very inconsiderate to leave the Seventh 
to guard itself all alone in that big armory? 
Captain Williams really ought to have an eye 
to the gentle members. Something might 
happen to them. 





WE have it on trustworthy authority that 
one well-known Fulton Market butcher gives 
a blue pill gratis, with every pound-and-a-half 
of turkey he sells. This is the grand utilitarian 
blossoming of the chromo idea. 





Ir Mr. Cyrus André Field, Mr. José Navarro 
and Mr. Wm. R. Garrison are desirous of learn- 
ing to a certainty at what temperature the 
blood freezes, we would strong:y advise their 
travelling in their deliciously cool cars on their 
gorgeous monopoly of a railroad. 





Our E. E.C., the Evening /os¢, has a corre- 
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Pucx’s Pantugon — No. VIII. 


—Thomas F. Bayard. 
Our ‘‘Seventh.”’ 


To the Turke 
Mr. Muggins 
illus. —Ephraim Muggins. 
The Gauntlet of Horrors. 
Fling out the Bloody Shirt!— 


(poem).—Cid. 
lays Billiards — 


telling it.’ 
with undisguised excitement. 


‘ That house is MINE,’ he said; ‘that turkey is 
mine; those men are occupying the seats of my 
guests; that lemonaded orange ought to be 


But he heard me not, and went on 


spondent who fondly imagines that a man's 
ancestry militates against his rights of citizen- 
ship in this country. We should like to refer 
him to several thousand young Americans of 
foreign extraction, who allude to their parents 
as ‘fold Dutchmen,” and still appear to con- 


illus, 
Thanksgiving Day (poem).—H. 
Too Thin. 
The Theatres. 
ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 
Arcuig Gascovne—John Fraser 


Firznoopie in AMERICA.— 
No. CXV. 

Thanksgiving Variations—illus. 

True Story of the Trojan War. 
No. I1.—W. 


soothing my toothless gums and cheering my 
withered heart. I was elected to the place of 
that splay-footed person from Ohio; and I was 
basely bamboozled out of it. The irony of 


sider themselves pretty well at home here. 





SomE enterprising pilots have cast aside the 


A Gentle Querist.— 


Shakspere Studies.—John Al- 
bro. 





Pucx’s EXCHANGES, 








ONE THANKSGIVING. 


fate and the in“*scretion of a nephew, in con- 
junction with ti. fact that the other party got 
one judge ahead of me, rendered it impossible 
for me to reap the full benefit of an arduous 


and expensive campaign. 


old-fashioned sailing cutter, and now go down 
to the sea in a steam-tug to board vessels that 
seek to enter the port of New York, to guide 
them safely to a haven of rest in the shape 
of an anchorage or a berthat a pier. The other 
pilots don’t like it; no more do the commis- 


ip UCK fell asleep, and had a dream. 
‘«The wild wintry wind whistled about 
the corners of a-mighty mansion, white 
as the driven snows heaped about it. Night had 
fallen, and a gloomy and starless sky frowned 
on the chilled and melancholy earth. 

I drew my dress-coat more closely about me, 
and rather yearned, at that moment, if the 
truth must be confessed, for a swallow-tailed 
ulster and a pocket-stove. I am young, I am 
beautiful; but youth and beauty are not wholly 
independent of the thermometer, and what my 
Esteemed Contemporary, the Sum, would call 
a ‘‘steel-pen coat,” combined with a crayon- 
holder, form a very inadequate protection 
against the inclemency of even the openest 
winter. 

But though the keen blast nipped my exposed, 
and, I may-say, shapely calves, I could not but 


‘And thus he sits, my hated rival, and sucks 
his orange just as if he didn’t know it was 
loaded; and gets mildly exhilarated, and sings 
hymns while his private secretary picks out the 
accompaniment on the parlor-organ, with one 
finger. And all this luxury is mine by rights! 

‘And here is what they have given me by way 
of substitute and consolation—this bone. Now 
if there is one invariable characteristic of 
bones, it is their lack of richness and material 
sustenance; and this particular bone is getting 
masticated down pretty fine. Mr. Dana gave 
it to me when I was first counted out, and he 
patted me on the head and called me Noble. 
And when I wept he called me a cry-baby. 
And now I am ealled the Great Disconcerted, 
and they say that though I was once cheated 
out of my rights, I am too smart to be elected 
again. Gimme a handkerchief to weep in!’ 

And, waking up, I left him to his great grief.” 











forget my own sufferings, as I cast my eyes on 


sioners of pilots. Poor ill-treated individuals— 
what a shame that you should be annoyed by 
steam-tugs or electric telegraphs, or telephones, 
or railroads, or torpedoes, or steam printing 
, presses! Youshall go back to your little Middle 
| Ages and your Noah’s Ark; yes, you shall. 





ANOMALIES. 


The polished stove which warms your room 
Is blackest when it’s bright: 

The head and limbs and mind of man 
Are loosest when he’s tight: 

Those folks who are by blood akin 
Get up the bitterest fight: 

The blindest man can’t. build a home 
Unless he has his site: 

And ’mong the darkeys in the South, 
The blackest are called White. 

A. L, 
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PUCK’S PANTHEON. 
No. VIII. 
THOMAS FRANCIS BAYARD. 





THE BROBDIGNAGIAN SENATOR FROM LILLIPUT. 





> 

Cn ELAWARE, the smallest State, but one 

d in the Union, sends to the Senate a man 
<*> in the person of Thomas Francis Bayard 

of whom it has no reason to be ashamed; 

indeed, ought to be rather proud than otherwise. 

In this particular it differs from the cham- 
pion littlest State, Rhode Island, one of whose 
Senators, General Burnside—who, by the way, 
has already been honored with a niche in 
Pucxk’s Pantheon—devotes a great deal more 
time to the cultivation of his whiskers than to 
his mind. 

Senator Bayard also differs from a number of 
our Senators in being a gentleman. 

He does not, we believe, chew tobacco, or 
expectorate promiscuously. 

He does not, like a certain Senator from 
Alabama, for instance, habitually wear an 
alleged diamond pin in his shirt-front. 

He does not use profane language; he ex- 
presses his opinions with moderation, perspi- 
cuity and perspicacity. He is a Democrat in 
politics, without being a red-mouthed partisan, 
and in our opinion is a man who honors the 
Democratic party by belonging to it. 

It should honor him by letting him take com- 
plete control—if anybody could do that. 

Born on and living on, as it were, Mason 
and Dixie’s line, Senator Bayard combines the 
fiery, generous feeling of the Southerner with 
the calmer, cooler judgment of the Northerner 
' and Yankee. 

The drudgery of buying and selling had no 
charms for the youthful Bayard, so he took to 
law and law took to him, as also did politics, 
and as a chip of the old block he succeeded 
his father, James A. Bayard, and took his seat 
in the Senate March 4th, 1869. 

He soon made himself felt there, and his 
brother Senators have always sense enough to 
listen to what he may have to say on any sub- 
ject. 

Senator Bayard is just one year past his half 
century, the time when a man, if he have any 
brains at all—the possession of which his worst 
enemies never denied to Mr. Bayard —has them 
pretty well in hand, to use for good or evil. 

Mr. Bayard has usually chosed the former 
policy. 

Not that Senator Bayard is altogether sans 
reproche, 

He doesn’t like the gentlemen from China, 
and voted in favor of the bill limiting the num- 
ber to fifteen as a legal passenger compliment 
on any vessel coming to the United States. 

Mr. President Hayes promptly distinguished 
himself by vetoing the bill, perhaps the sole 
sensible thing he has done during his remark- 
ably temperate career at the White House. 

We have not studied Mr. Bayard’s reasons 
for wishing to keep our pig-tailed fellow-crea- 
tures out of this great and glorious Republic, 
nor shall we do so now—but we imagine that a 
Southerner’s natural dislike to having niggers 
on the same footing with white men must have 
influenced him in his vote. 

As a member of the Electoral Commission of 
1876, Mr. Bayard very properly voted among 
the seven, and consequently was not a party to 
putting Mr. President Hayes into the White 
House—which is another thing in his favor. 

Mr. Tilden is not fond of Mr. Bayard—he 
doesn’t think he’d make a good President, or 
that he has the qualities fitted for the standard- 
bearer of a great party. 

Mr, Tilden has never said so openly, but the 
New York Sus has, which is much the same 
thing. 
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We really don’t know why Mr. Tilden should ‘ 
-| be inimical to Mr. Bayard, 


Mr. Bayard is a Democrat-—so is Mr. Tilden. 

Mr. Bayard certainly voted for Mr. Tilden, 
and doubly so on the Electoral Commission, 
and if one good turn deserves another, we 
don’t see why Mr, Tilden shouldn’t vote for 
Mr. Bayard as the next President. 








OUR “SEVENTH.” 

EVERAL of our very much esteemed 
<) contemporaries appear to be greatly 
bothered by ready writers as to the value, 
to this country, of the services of our gallant 
Seventh Regiment; in fact they are appealed 
to in behalf of themselves, for they don’t think 
it fair that the Seventh should have a Fair while 
the city government gives them such meagre 
fare. Wanting an armory, they cannot see how 
it is that the benevolent city government and 
the beautiful ladies of New York cannot re- 
move them from the top floors of markets 
where the stench of poor vegetables and worse 

meats permeates their military accoutrements, 

But we must remember what the Seventh has 
done. Did it not put on its nice, white, laun- 
dried trousers and march down Broadway in 
’61 to have a nice picnic in Washington, and 
thereby give Theodore Winthrop a chance to 
be read by all those who loved pure and clean 
romance? Did not the Seventh pipeclay its 
shoulder-straps and belts and go somewhere 
into Maryland while there was a terrific fight 
being fought several miles away? And when 
our pugnacious Irish fellow-citizens fell to fight- 
ing about squabbles which occurred several 
hundred years ago, did not the Seventh em- 
ploy a whole brigade of bootblacks to polish 
their boots before they went to quell the not? 
And a nobler and a braver body of men never 
marched up or down Broadway, when the street 
is kept clean for them, than our own gallant 
Seventh. 

And so our Seventh thinks it deserves an 
armory. An armory all for itself. Far from 
the stench of market refuse. So it puts its 
hand into its little pocket and pulls out its little 
dollar, and then cries out to the world: ‘‘ We 
want an armory, who'll help us?” And the 
help came. 

But the help was not enough, and remem- 
bering that the brave deserve the Fair—every- 
body makes this joke—our braves of the Sev- 
enth determined to have a Fair, and to have 
the fair work the thing up. 

So, at this writing, the beauty of New York 
in its Worth costume is floating around the big 
drill-room of the new Armory, with book in 
hand, cajoling the dollars out of the pockets.of 
weak mankind. They rally by fours, they 
skirmish, they charge, they forage—what don’t 
these girls do ?—to get money out of the pockets 
of unfortunate mankind. © 

And so our gallant Seventh congratulates 
itself upon the greatest victory on its record. 

Heretofore it has merely conquered man; 
now it has conquered more than man—it has 
captured man’s dollars. 

But in the very flush of its victory our Seventh 
must remember that victory is often followed by 
complete disaster. The history of all the great 
Generals of the world proves this. And while 
the beauty of New York is wheedling dollars 
out of the pockets of the generous to pay for 
that Armory it is also coaxing and capturing 
the hearts of the gallant Seventh. 

So on its Scroll of Game will now be added 
not the sad record of “ Killed,” ‘‘ Wounded,” 
or “ Missing’’—but the far grander word of 
“Married.” It is safe to say that in three 
months from now all the Bachelors of the 
Seventh will be married men, and those who 
are married now will be married all the more. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CX. 


THE SEVENTH REG- 
IMENT FAIR, 


Ya-as, there is 
anothah | f-f-fancy 


time faw the bene- 
| fit of a wegiment 
@ of volunte-ahs who, 
1 am aw informed, 
have been in deep 
distwess, owing to 
having sufferwed the depwivation of a woom 
in which to dwill and othah hardships. 

Gweat efforts, it appe-ahs, have been made 
to pwocure sympathy faw these unfortunate 
cweatures, and with considerwable success, faw 
I believe this aw Seventh Wegiment we-ah 
cleanah twousers, and the youngstahs in the 
corps have the weputation of being a twifle 
maw wespectable and in weceipt of highah sal- 
arwies fwom their business employahs, than the 
fellaws in othah wegiments. 

Jack aw, yer know, although verwy wigid in 
his ide-ahs of wegulah militarwy service, has 
no special objection to aw the organization of 
volunte-ahs. 

Of course it is aw playing at soldiers, but it 
sets the young fellaws up and keeps them out 
of othah mischief; and then they are occasion- 
ally useful in putting down wiotahs, and in 
knowing a little dwii when they have to help 
the wegulahs in a pwopah war. 

But aw, yer see, as long as it is only a ques- 
tion of volunteerwing to amuse himself as a 
soldier, and wearwing a pwetty uniform with 
bwass buttons, which makes his womankind 
think what a bwave fellaw he is, and he is not 
weally obliged to serve his countwy by act of 
Amerwican Parliament—aw Congwess — this 
descwiption of aw soldierwing must always we- 
main nothing maw than a wecweation, al- 
though it affords the averwage youngstah an 
opportunity of gwatifying his hobby. 

Aw but I have not yet commenced to de- 
scwibe the fai-ah or the building wherwin the 
wevels are held. 

Their new edifice is verwy new and extwa- 
ordinarwily extensive, is built of bwick, and 
has cost a considerwable numbah of doliahs. 

The wegiment, by holding this f-f-fancy 
fai-ah, will be able to pay the expenses of the 
erwection of the aw armorwy, or rathah gym- 
nastic club pwemises, and can cut a gweatah 
dash than evah, but it seems unweasonable 
that all the enthusiasm of the populace and 
arwistocwacy should be expended on this par- 
ticular volunte-ah corps when there are othahs 
quite as bwave and worthy of admirwation who 
are comparwatively unnoticed and have dwill- 





wooms which would not be wemarkably well . 


adapted faw the lodgings of animals of the aw 
equestrian species. 

Jack and I, howevah, visited the arwange- 
ment at the urgent wequest of the officers of 
the volunte-ah wegiment, and, ’pon my soul, 
the coup d’ceil wasn’t half bad, yer know. The 
stalls aw tables were well arwanged, much 
bettah than I gave Amerwican taste cwedit 
faw; and what with the music, the wush of visi- 
tahs, the numbah of quite decent things on sale 
and to be waffled faw, the young cweatures 
wunning about in f-f-fancy dwesses, the pwo- 
fusion of vegetable pwoductions in the shape of 
flowahs, the volunte-ah uniforms, the aw quite 
pwetty gyurls, the bwilliant lights, and othah 
things too numerwous to jmention,{ Jack and 
I felt just a twifle bewilderwingly pleased yer 
know, and almost weconciled to the fact that 
the Seventh wegiment were not wegulahs. 

I must defer further wemarks about the fai-ah 
until aw perwhaps next week aw. 


fai-ah he-ah, this - 
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THANKSGIVING 


MODEST TO THE LAST. 




















Mrs. Goose to Mr. Turkey: “‘ That’s right, 
my dear Turkey, cover my breast with the cel- 
ery, as I must face a whole family of human 
gobblers.”’ 





LEAVING THE OLD HOMESTEAD. 

















FLEEING FOR THEIR LIVES FROM SociaL Op- 
PRESSION. 





CHILDISH CURIOSITY. 





**T WOND¢R WHICH IS MA AND WHICH Pa?” 














We heads of all your victims crowned, 
(N4 lO Goddess of Thanksgiving! 
A Turkey’s question I’d propound: 
Is Life indeed Worth Living. 
No Malloch I, in general; 
’Tis but for this occasion 
That I’d point out the tragical 
Reverse of jubilation. 
We laugh, we feast, we thank our stars; 
And we have ample reason. 
But, for the Turkey, only Mars 
Shines blood-red at this season. 


Republicans may utter pat 
Thanks for their foeman’s humbling: 
And Democrats be grateful that 
They’re left the right of grumbling. 


Hayes may his future prospect hke— 
A Sunless, sweet oblivion— 
Kelly may make, next year, a strike 
. More lucrative to divvy on. 


Yes, the whole world may grateful be 
For joys or had or looked for, 

Though less, indeed, could men but see 
The various fates they’re booked for. 


Yet, lonely on a joyous earth 
The turkey seeks instruction 
Why he should praise a bootless birth 
That preludes but destruction ? 
‘¢ What did they make me for ?”’ he cries— 
That is, you comprehend me, 
No turkey can talk, if he tries— 
‘“‘If it were but to end me ?” 
‘* Are mortals jealous, so to speak, 
Of my melodious gobbles ? 
Or of the carmine ’neath my beak 
In pendent grace that wobbles? 
‘¢ Perchance, in pre-historic times, 
Baffling investigators, 
We were, as in the nursery rhymes, 
Tobacco masticators. 
** Perchance, as mighty dodos, then, 
Our ancient race was able 
To feast at will on puny men, 
Who now have turned the—table.” 
And thus thé ‘Turkey cries, and I 
Cry too, and help him through it. 
I have a sympathetic cry— 
Perhaps that’s why I do it. 
* * 
a” 
But here I think I might as well 
Silence a Muse too jerky: 
For, hark! the welcome dinner-bell 
Is calling me to Turkey. 


VARIATIONS. 


RECIPROCITY. 
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‘¢ PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE,”’ 





NATURAL, BUT UNEXPECTED, 


— + —— +--+ 
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‘*T would like to take another look at the 
old man before you gobble him up.” 





AFTER ‘THANKSGIVING. 





AXE AND CROWNS. 
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BAYARD, THE BIG MAN FROM THE LITTLE STATE. 
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THE TRUE STORY OF THE 
TROJAN WAR. 


——__ 


II, 
THE GREEK TROOPS SAIL FOR TROY, 


HEN Paris arrived at Sparta he found 
“the loveliest wife on earth’’—but she 


belonged to another man. This would 
have embarrassed and discouraged some young 
men, but Paris was full of go-ahead-ativeness, 
and there was no such word as fail in his 
pocket dictionary—it being a Greek work. 

Menelaos received him kindly, and freely ad- 

mitted him to the Society of Mrs. Menelaos. 

Paris made her costly presents and read Swin- 

burnian poetry to her, and soon her eye grew 
brighter at his coming. 
But Menelaos suspected nothing. He never 
dreamed that he was entertaining a Nihilist in 
editor’s clothing, so to speak, He had so much 
confidence in his wife that he visited a friend 
in Crete and left her under the care of his 
guest. 
And she left under the care of his guest. 
They eloped to Troy, where they were mar- 
ried, and went to house-keeping on Fifth Ave- 
nue on a scale of bewildering magnificence. 
A telegram was sent to Crete, informing Mene- 
laos of the disgrace that had fallen on his house. 
He said he would rather an able-bodied thun- 
derbolt had fallen upon it. He swore an as- 
sortment of vigorous Greek swears, and re- 
turned home in the next train. Instead of 
starting out with a shot-gun in search of the 
destroyer of his marital felicity, he asked the 
advice of Nestor, an aged Greek Solomon, who 
knew almost as much as a Boston young lady 
who has just commenced to wear spectacles. 
Nestor was about two hundred and forty-seven 
years old, had voted for all the Presidents 
from G. Washington down to the fair-visiting 
Hayes, and could read fine print without the 
aid of an electric light. Nestor told Menelaos 
that nothing less than Gore—with a big G— 
would wipe out the disgrace—that he must 
sorely smite Paris and the Trojans. And Paris 
at once set about making preparations to smite. 
He started out on a recruiting tour, and suc- 
ceeded admirably, considering that he didn’t 
offer each volunteer $300 bounty anda mule. All 
the male persons between the ages of 18 and 
45 joined his army, but two—Odysseus and 
Achilles. Odysseus had a wife and a new 
baby and didn’t want to go to war—albeit this 
is the very time, we’ve been told, that some 
married men do want to go to war—for the 
sake of peace, ’tissaid. He pretenced to be 
insane— Odysseus did. He put on a fisher- 
man’s hat, stuck straws in his hair, yoked an 
ox and bull together, and commenced to plow. 
It never struck him to start a Greenback paper, 
in order to establish his insanity. A recruit- 
ing sergeant, suspecting his ruse, captured his 
infant and placed it before the plow. Odys- 
seus turned the plow aside, saved the child, 
and proved his sanity. He was then con- 
ducted into camp and given a suit of blue 
which fit him all over with too much liberality. 
Odysseus was terribly provoked at the failure 
of his insanity dodge. He said he wished he 
had skedaddled to Canada. 

Achilles was disguised as a girl and brought 
up among the daughters of King Lykomedes, 
This was decidedly preferable to fighting for 
glory, hard tack and seven dollars a month. 
He learned to love one of of the King’s daugh- 
ters, and married her. He had a soft thing of 


it during his courtship. After sitting up with 
his girl until 2 a.m. he was not obliged to 
leave the house, rush out into Egyptian dark- 
ness, be hailed by a policeman with ‘“‘ Hi! 
there!” and run the risk of being clubbed 
nearly to death. 


One of Menelaos’s officers, disguised as a 
peddler, obtained admittance to the King’s 
palace on the pretext of showing his daughters 
some new styles in striped stockings. The 
Argus-eyed officer discovered Achilles and 
displayed a magnificent suit of armor before 
him, at the same time ordering a call to arms 
to be sounded on a military horn. Achilles 
weakened at this, and the alleged peddler at- 
tributed it to the armor and a military spirit. 
**Don’t,” exclaimed Achilles, ‘‘don’t sound 
that infernal horn again. [I'll enlist!” Or 
words to that effect. 

At last the expedition was ready—about 
150,000 men, and ships enough to blow the 
American navy clear across the state of Rhode 
Island. The New York Hera/d began to re- 
produce the war maps utilized in former wars, 
and hundreds of self-sacrificing patriots offered 
to bleed for their country by staying at home 
and accepting army contracts at two hundred 
per cent. profit. 

Agamemnon was elected commander of the 
Greek forces, and the vessels sailed from Aulis 
with the bands playing ‘“‘ The Girl I Left Be- 
hind Me,” and ‘‘ When Johnny Comes March- 
ing Home.” 

Greek maidens thronged the piers, some 
.weeping copiously, and others smiling and 
waving their handkerchiefs. The latter had 
been several years married, and their husbands 
were on the vessels. 

The fleet landed by mistake at Mysia, and 
the troops at once began to lay in a stock of 
gold watches, silver plate and things for a rainy 
day. The Mysians objected, and all the ter- 
rors of a Peru-Chilian war were precipitated 
upon the land. Each side had a man wounded. 

The fleet returned to Aulis, where General 
Agamemnon shot a stag, an animal sacred to 
Diana. He was so highly elated over his skill 
as a marksman that he offered to wager that he 
could score more bull’s-eyes out of a possible 
one hundred than the goddess of the chase 
herself. 

Incontinently the goddess made him wish he 
had left his boast at home in his other trousers- 
pockets. She caused a series of misfortunes to 
befall him. She first sent a calm, which de- 
tained the fleet week after week. 

To while away the hours of waiting, Pala- 
medes invented the game of draughts, and in- 
troduced polo, base-ball, Copenhagen, seven- 
up and other domestic games. If Agamemnon 
had been a strategist, he would have ordered a 
detachment of Company B. to get out and tow 
the vessels. He never studied the ‘science of 
war. ; 
The calm continued until it was discovered 
that the guds required on the part of Agamem- 
non the sacrifice of his daughter Iphigeneia— 
evidently christened before spelling. reform 
conventions were invented. Ag. sent for his 
daughter to come to Aulis—‘‘ to be married to 
Achilles,” he fraudulently explained in a post- 
script on the postal-card. 

Iphigeneia came, but instead of being led to 
the bridal altar, she was conducted to the altar 
of Diana. This altar-ed matters materially. 
The butt of paragraphists— 4. ¢., a goat—was 
sacrificed in her stead, and Diana carried off 
Miss Iphie in a cloud to Taurus. 

It must be a terrible disappointment to a 
young woman to leave home under the impres- 
sion that she is soon to become a bride, and 
then to be carried off by a woman instead of a 
man! Ww. 





ANDREWS’S American Queen informs us under 
its Charleston, S. C., fashionable intelligence 
that “Mrs, Andrew Adger’s bright face is one 
of the recently returned from a summer in Vir- 
ginia.” It would be interesting to hear where 


A GENTLE QUERIST. 


ie UCK!—I have purchased twenty-five 
revolving pistols, I have borrowed three 

Gatling guns, I found a big sword, I 
have a double-breasted shot-gun, a razor, and 
a bull pup. 

To-morrow I ship the above armament and 
myself to New York; arriving there, I shall pro- 
ceed at once to the office of Puck, dispose of my 
forces so as to command the entire building; in 
order to add double terror to the sityation I 
shall place Capt. Williams and a very large club 
around the corner. 

Then the trouble will begin. 

I shall enter the office and demand an inter- 
view with the young gentleman of slight habili- 
ments; this will, of course, be immediately 
granted. To him I will make the following 
proposition: that he then and there inform me: 

1st. Who is Haseltine? 

2d. Who is the she in regard to whom he 
seems so anxious? 

3d. What is it he’s trying to find out. 

The last two “‘he”s refer to the said Hasel- 
tine. 

If these questions are answered honestly then 
all will be well—I shall raise my hands above 
Puck’s head and bless him. Should he refuse 
to gratify my reasonable curiosity then must he 
accept the inevitable. 

I have suffered too much in my endeavor to 
unravel the terrible mystery—I will submit no 
longer. To me the name has become as great 
a night-mare as the “ hardly ever” of “ Pina- 
fore.” It is ever in my mind; I see it in every 
book or paper I read, on the street; in fact, 
everywhere and always. Not long ago I was 
signing some papers; upon examination I found 
I had been writing Haseltine instead of 


Yours truly, 
FRED, CHARLES. 





SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 


Hamiet—Act I. 








Potonius was both father, and nearer to 
Laertes, than any other in Denmark. He in- 
vented a sausage to which he lent his name. 
—[Sc. 3. 





AFTER declaiming to his impatient boy the 
entire moral law, Polonius apologizes, that it is 
*‘ my blessing season.””—[Sc. 3. 





POLONIUS was so inconsistent as to preach 
virtue and add vice to his son.—[Sc. 3. 





THE boys had their own fun on that plat- 
form: when the prince appeared as end-man 
in a minstrel performance, Horatio applauds 
‘a nigger air” of his.—[Sc. 4. 





Two months after the remarkably insecure 
burial of Hamlet senior they were still indulg- 
ing in mortuary exercises at the palace, for his 
namesake states: ‘‘ The king doth wake to- 
night.”— [Sc. 4. 





THE 2:13% gait that the ghost struck when 
he waltzed on to the platform elicits from Ho- 
ratio the exclamation: ‘‘ My Lord! it comes!” 
—[Se. 4. 





THE “ordnance shot off’ indicates Claudius’s 
method of cannonizing his sainted brother.— 





Mrs. Andrew Adger usually leaves the rest 
of her when herself “bright face” travels about. 








[Sc. 4. 


Joun ALBRO. 
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TO THE TURKEY. 


LL HAIL, proud bird of Freedom! 
The people have risen again! 
Thou art doomed, huge bird, to feed ’em; 
Come forth from thy barn yard pen! 
O gift of the gods! Thou’rt an angel with ‘‘sass!” 


Thou suitest me better than a railroad pass! 





Thou art sweeter than a burlesque blonde 
When flavored with sage and salt! 
Thou art mighty as the French Gironde, 
Accompanied by wine and malt! 
Though thy ghost may haunt us in unpaid bills, 
Thou art better for health than a ton of blue pills! 


Oh! great men sit down before thee, 
And doff their high silk plugs; 
When the golden grease falleth o’er thee 
And thou art environed with mugs! 
Yea, thou diest the death of a righteous sage, 
And slippest down good in thy green old age! 
Crp. 


MR. MUGGINS PLAYS BILLIARDS, 


FOR THE 
CHAMPIONSHIP OF GOWANUS. 














is manliness about it that you don’t find 

above any other game—except, per- 
haps, draw poker and seven-up—and, on that 
account, mainly, and because it affords ex- 
hilarating exercise, I prefer it to nearly all 
other games. 

I used to know Joe Geelong, when he kept a 
Billiard-hall in Montreal; and when I met him 
the other day, after an interval of almost a de- 
cade, he very naturally suggested a friendly 
tussel over the cloth of green. 

I had some misgivings as to my abilities, 
owing to my condition of rustiness after so 
long a period of desuetude, especially as I 
never played over a half dozen games alto- 
gether, and those during my early acquaintance 
with the billiard champion. 

However, I pride myself on my pluck; I 
think I have more pluck than anything else— 
unless it is cheek—and so I did not hesitate to 
match cues with the expert Canadian. 

We strung for the lead—my ball going back 
and forth about three times, and stopping dead 
in the centre of the table. 

Joe said he had won the lead, and as I had 
no umpire, I had to cave in and let him go 
ahead. ° 

I chalked my cue and stared around while 
he rolled up thirty—following him about and 
keeping watch that he played fair—because I 
had no umpire. 

Then I took off my coat, chalked my cue 
afresh, and prepared for action. 

I banged away, with a determination to pro- 
duce results, if they could be produced; and 
below I don’t give you a diagram of my wonder- 
ful shot. ‘The paper wouldn’t hold it. 

But it was a well earned shot, and gave me 
one, amidst great applause, Joe, himself, clap- 
ping his hands with generous gusto. Then 
I chalked my cue, and fired another broadside. 
It was a beautiful shot, and I came within a 
hair’s-length of making a count, which, by that 
slight mischance, I lost. 


rs is my favorite game. There 





Then Joseph took his innings. I will do Joe 
the justice to say that in spite of the fact that 
he does not display much muscular effect, he 
manages to have mighty good luck, for on his 
second bout he scooped in sixty points. 

Once more I chalked my cue; and then I 
played for safety—and missed. 

Joe’ got the balls together and rolled up 
twenty more. 

I chalked my cue, and fired another blank 
cartridge. 

Then Joe scratched together seventy-five, 
and the balls froze. 

I chalked my cue. 

Joe played from the spot and counted. 

Still I chalked my cue, 

The game was to be five hundred points for 
the beer and the championship of all Gowanus. 

I chalked my cue, and Joe kept blazing 
away till he got up to 140 on this innings, and 
then he slipped up on an orange peel, leaving 
the balls in good form for me, 

My next shot was a massé. I am nothing if 
not scientific. I chalked my cue and let sliver. 


MY MASSE. 


I made the shot; but I masséd a hole in the 
cloth that cost me fifteen dollars, 

Expense was no object to me in my intense 
excitement. I was after the championship. 
Once more I chalked my cue, and was just on 
the point of making a beautiful shot, when Joe 
sung out— 

‘No rail nursing!” 

“I ain’t nursing anything,” saysI. ‘‘ Did 
you think I was a baby farmer ?” 

Joe called in the purser of the establishment 
as referee; who decided that I must spot my 
ball and begin again. 

‘I demurred; but Joe decided in favor of the 
referee; and, having no umpire, I had to suc- 
cumb. 

In my excitement I chalked my ball instead 
of my cue, and when I played I missed again 
by a mere hair’s-length. This interference 
checked my career in the midst of one of the 
most interesting runs I had made in the entire 
game. 

I felt annoyed, but I chalked my cuestoically, 
and let Joe go to the bat once more. 

The game now stood— 

ME: 1—o—o—o—I=2., 

Joe: 30 - 60—20 — 140=250, 

It beat all—the luck that that fellow had! 
He kept walking round the table, making shot 
after shot, while I followed, still chalking my 
cue, till he had added 210 to his score. 

Then I tried a draw shot. To my astonish- 
ment my ball went about two feet into the air 
and then crocheted off under the table. 

Joe allowed that that didn’t count me any- 
thing, and then he started on another heat, 
down the home stretch. He added 30 points 
to his score, and then went to grief on an easy 
carom. ; 

Now, it I could only make a run of 498, I 
should run the game out, and beat him after all. 
Summoning all my strength for a coup de force 
terrifique, 1 banged away with a tremendous 
plunge, but an unfortunate miss prevented my 
counting. 

About this time the chalk gave out, and I 
despaired of winning. 

In ten more whacks Joe ran the game out, 
and I lost the championship. 

I haven't the heart to figure up the average. 


If the chalk had only held out a little longer I 


might have won! 
Yours gamely, 


EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 





THE GAUNTLET OF HORRORS. 


F the enormous sums that are yearly collected 
for the support of our charities were pooled 
and disbursed in a systematic and proper 

manner, New York would not be disgraced 
by such a spectacle as our artist has depicted 
on the last page cartoon. 

We have asylums, houses of refuge and hos- 
pitals for every species of disease or affliction 
under the sun and moon. 

We have institutions for the lame and the 
halt, the blind and the deaf, the idiot and the 
incurable; and how recreant-these establish- 
ments are to their trust may be seervalmost any 
day in the week by the peripatetic loathsome, 
deformed wretches that infest our streets and 
make a trade of their afflictions in a manner 
rivaling only that of the Roman beggars in 
the portico of St. Peter’s. 

It is a profitable business, because the ave- 
rage foot-passenger is not fond of contemplat- 
ing human misery, and will give something— 
anything—so long as the wretched object will 
get out of his way. 

It is monstrous that such a state of things 
should be allowed to exist for a day in this 
great city. 

If a man is unfortunate enough to lose his 
legs and his arms, he is obviously unfitted. to 
earn a living in the same way as a man who 
possesses these members. 

The duty of his fellow-citizens, through their 
City or State charities, is plain. They should 
take care of him, keep him from the busy 
haunts of other men, and treat him kindly, for 
he is a worthy object of compassion. 

On no account should he be permitted to 
flaunt before nervous women and good-hearted 
men his horrible deformities. 

It may be urged that to deprive him of his 
liberty, after the loss of arms and legs, is to pun- 
ish him for a fault which is not his, But this is 
the penalty he must pay for living in an alleged 
civilized community. 

A maimed individual, allowed to roam and 
beg about the streets at will, can only excite 
horror and terror. He isa nuisance and an 
eyesore, and as such ought to be quietly rele- 
gated to an institution where he can enjoy all 
the liberty he pleases, except the liberty to an- 
noy other people by his offensive appearance. 

Let our ‘‘Charities and Corrections” author- 
ities look to it. Let our streets be cleared of 
these pestilent beggars. But how vain is the 
hope of anything being done in the matter! 

When a judge and jury actually congratulate 
Mr. Captain Williams on his recent acquittal, 
why should such a little thing as a complaint 
against a few maimed and diseased wretches 
be heeded by the Commissioners of Charities 
and Corrections ? 








FLING OUT THE BLOODY SHIRT ! 





ANOTHER ‘SOUTHERN OUTRAGE. 
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THANKSGIVING DAY. | 


. 





(MIRLITONNADE,) 
A MapameE C, 2.35 


HANKSGIVING DAY! Entends la cloche 
Qui dans les airs redit: din don! 
Vheure fatale, hélas! approche— 
Pauvre dindon! 


Thanksgiving day! Grande hécatombe! 
Merci, mon Dieu, de tous tes dons, 
Pour te bénir, il faut qu’il tombe 

Mille dindons! 


Thanksgiving day! O Puissant Maitre! 
On nous I’a dit dans les sermons, 
C’est pour cela que tu fis naitre 

Tant de dindons! 


Thanksgiving day! Sur terre éparses 

Que de tribus, de nations 

En ton saint nom, des saintes farces 
Sont les dindons! 


‘Thanksgiving day! La République 

Engraisse, hélas! de cent fagons 

En France et méme en Amérique 
Bien des dindons! 


Thanksgiving day! C'est indigeste! 

Jefsuis bourré comme un canon! 

Je.ne puis plus faire un seul geste: 
Sacré dindon! 


Thanksgiving day! Ma belle-mére 

S’en est fourré jusqu’ au menton: 

Qu’on la conduise au cimetiére! 
Brave dindon! 


Thanksgiving day! J’ai pris, madame, 
Au lieu d’un luth, un mirliton: 
Ne dites pas: l’auteur, bédame! 

Est un dindon! 








TOO THIN. 





To THE EDITOR OF THE HERALD :— 

I wish you would answer these few questions, 
or place them before the public for answers. 
How is it that there is such a fuss about the 
Seventh regiment and their new armory? Where 
did the Seventh render any valuable war services 
that would warrant the public in patronizing and 
helping their project? Why, I could go over to 
England to-day and pick out a hundred common 
soldiers who could whip the whole Seventh regi- 
ment in any battlefield. Why, half those pie- 
eaters would run away when they would hear a 
shot. Is it because they parade Broadway so 
finely that all this applause comes! Having no 
prejudice against any American I merely inquire, 
Are New Yorkers such fools? ENGLISHMAN. 

— Herald, Nov. 17th. 


We believe it was the Maharajah of Burdwan, 
lately deceased, who remarked to the Akhoond 
of Swat, also deceased, less lately: ‘‘My royal 
and imperial brother, ruler of the sun, moon 
and stars, super-calendered monarch of the 
universe, I have heard that it is the custom of 
some newspapers to write letters to themselves, 
and thus put before the public deliverances 
which might sound awkwardly in the editorial 
columns.”’ And the Akhoond of Swat made 
answer, with guarded discretion, as he abstract- 
edly chewed on the ear of his favorite slave: 
*‘ Boss of creation, I have heard something of 
the same sort myself.” v 

The unanimous opinion of these estimable 
potentates ought to weigh heavily with an in- 
telligent and enlightened public. Far be it 
from us to say that the letter which we reprint 
above, accompanied by an appropriate artistic 
fantasy, was composed in the office of our very 
E. C., the Herald, We only say that it was 
not a judicious thing to publish, considering 





the low skepticism prevalent among men of this 
generation. It may have come from a real 
genuine, live Englishman; but if it did, the 
Herald should never have published it. Our 
E. C.’s course was clear. It should have de- 
posited the letter in the wastebasket, sent for 
the author, and at once engaged him as a 
member of the famous “‘/era/d Intellectual 
Staff.” He evidently has every necessary 
qualification, and is clearly a fine specimen of 
the raw article from which the ranks of the 
‘*Intellectual’”’ are recruited. So fine a speci- 
men, indeed, that we cannot believe that he 
has been so long suffered to waste his talents 
outside of our E. C.’s office. Examining his 
composition on its merits, we should have been 
willing to affirm that it could not have been 
conceived and executed outside of the Herald's 
own establishment. If it is simply a sporadic 
case of intellectuality of the pure Hera/d type, 
we trust that our friend at Ann’st. and Broad- 
way will not long neglect a too obvious duty. 

That “‘ Englishman” must at once be set to 
writing weather-reports, political editorials, 
base-ball notes and dramatic criticisms, and 
otherwise performing the varied labors of a 
member of the “‘ Intellectual.” 

That is, if such is not already the case. But 
one thing leads us to believe that it is not. 
There is a certain basis of plain, unadulterated 
fact in ‘‘Englishmen’s” letter. He exaggerates, 
of course; but there is a saving grain of truth 
in his suggestion that the members of the 
Seventh regiment have scarcely proved their 
claim to anything much better than mere carpet 
knighthood. Of course, it would take more 
than one hundred regulars—possibly two hun- 
dred and fifty—to break the serpentine ranks 
of the Seventh; and that organization is not 
wholly composed of pie-eaters. Some of the 
young soldiers prefer bon-bons. Still, there is 
a faint flavor of veracity about the note that 
does not suggest Hera/d Intellectuality, and it 
is perhaps only the thought that Englishmen, 
though never renowned for tact or delicacy, 
are, as a class, honest, right-thinking men, who 
would not be guilty of an insulting interference 
with the affairs of a nation whose guests they 
may be, which has led the general public to be- 
lieve that the letter in question was indited 
within the walls of the Hera/d Building. 
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WiLL Mr. Talmage oblige us with the text of 
the ‘‘memorandum of expenses” which he 
read to his congregation at his last Friday night 
» ward Or, if Mr. Talmage won’t, will anyone 
else 





THE THEATRES. 


‘The Pullman Palace Car” is on the track 
at HavERLy’s THEATRE, Brooklyn. 

Levy, the cornetist, is here, Manhattan 
Beach having frozen him out for the season. 

Koster & Bial’s new WINTER GARDEN is now 
open, and forms a commodious addition to 
their Concert Hall. 

‘‘An Arabian Night,” by the author of 
“Ultimo” better known in America as the 
“Big Bonanza,’”’ is announced to succeed 
‘*Wives” this week at DALY’s THEATRE. 

‘‘ Fritz in Ireland” continues to throng Mr. 
Abbey’s ParK THEATRE despite Mr. Emmet’s 
new arrangement of his specialty not being 
equal to the earlier “‘ Fritz” of our acquain- 
tance. 

“‘ Self Conquest,” a version of Wilkie Col- 
lins’s novel of ‘‘the Frozen Deep,” is an in- 
teresting play and has been attracting audiences 
to the FirrH AVENUE. The adaptors are Messrs, 
Scott Clirehugh and Townsend Percy, and 
their work is neatly done. Miss Nard Almayne 
and Miss Ida Jeffries were acceptable in their 
personations, and Mr. Joseph Wheelock as 
Lieut, Wardour acted in an unusually power- 
ful and sympathetic manner in a part to which 
he was quite suited. 

The best work of Her Majesty’s Hopera 
Company at the ACADEMy OF Music was the 
performance, last Sunday night, of Rossini’s 
“‘Stabat Mater.” For those who prefer sacred 
music to ‘‘Babies on our block,’ or the ““Turk- 
ish Patrol,’ it is long since such a treat has 
been provided. Of operas there have been 
sung during the week ‘“‘Aida,” ‘‘ Marta,” and 
‘*Tl Trovatore.”’ Valleria is becoming a favor- 
ite, and not undeservedly so, for she is a clever, 
pain-taking and gvod artist. 

Mr. Richard A. Proctor has been astonishing 
everybody at CHICKERING HALL with the va- 
riety and looseness of his astronomical informa- 
tion. He tells us, among other extraordinary 
things, that this earth won’t be uninhabitable 
for a matter of two or three thousand million 
years, and that it has already been in existence 
some five hundred million years. Now this is 
all nonsense, we know that it isn’t six thousand 
years old yet, and we’re going to stick to it in 
spite of Mr. Proctor or any other man. 

‘¢ Fatinitza,”’ at the STANDARD, was wel- 
comed as 1 comparitively old favorite on Mon- 
day night of last week. Mlle. Jarbeau, al- 
though not quite at home in the title réle, ex- 
hibited herself to advantage and showed that 
‘¢ Pinafore” had not entirely deprived her of 
the ability to try her hand at something else. 
Mr. Weeks as Judian, the correspondent, both 
played and sang his part in a most effective 
manner. The mounting was quite adequate, 
and we don’t think we shall be called false 
prophets in saying ‘‘ Fatinitza” will run so long 
as the management chooses to keep it on. 











Answers Foy the Anvions. 


HASELTINE.—She has another. 

H. C. S.—If you have a local habitation, suppose you 
let us know what it is. The address of your last board- 
ing-house is all very well in its way, as a piece of general 
information; but we’re more interested in knowing where 
you are now. Good faith alone begets good faith. If 
you want proper treatment, don’t treat us to any more 
arabasque addresses; but come up to the scratch and 
make your remarks like a man. 

CHELTENHAM.—The question of the propriety of a 
platonic affection for a married woman is one that has 
frequently perplexed, and occasionally broken older 
heads than yours. If you are really bent on trying any 
experiments, select the matrimonial partner of a dry- 
goods drummer with a heavy western trade, and habituate 
yourself to wearing a sheet-iron chest-protector. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 


‘* Misfortunes never come singly, nor good fortunes 
either.” — Old Proversé, 

‘And Aaron said unto them, ‘ Break off the golden 
ear-rings, which are in the ears of your wives, of your 
sons, and of your daughters, and bring them unto me.’ 

** And all the people brake off the golden ear-rings 
which were in their ears, and brought them unto Aaron. 

*¢ And he received them at their hand, and fashioned 
it with a graving tool, after he had made it a molten 
calf: and they said, ‘These are thy gods, O Israel, which 
brought thee up out of the land of Egypt.’” 

—Lxodus, Chap. xxxii, vs. 2, 3 and 4. 


The year was swiftly drawing to a close; on 
mountain and valley, on gulch and street lay a 
thick covering of snow. Down the gullies of 
Grizzly Peak, and through the canyon of Wild 
River, a bitter cold wind swept across the crisp, 
soft snow, and over the short level plain at the 
east end of which stands Boulderville, making 
the surging crowds of that flourishing Nevada 
town shiver through their thick furs, and even 
piercing into the heated atmosphere of the Rio 
Grande Hotel. 

‘* By Jove, sir,” remarked one of the inmates 
of that far-famed house, “‘isn’t it cold? I feel 
it even here.” 

“Cold,” echoed a querulous, thin voice in 
reply, ‘‘ stir up the fire and put on an extra rug. 
What a country it is!” 

Apart altogether from their appearance, the 
voices and accent of the speakers would at once 
have betrayed their nationality. They were 
Englishmen—father and son; the former was 
an old, white, thin, haggard yet noble-looking 
man who was half sitting up and half re- 
clining in bed, carefully propped by cushions 
and pillows, and almost buried under a mass of 
blankets and rugs. The house itself was heated, 
and in the room a fire burned brightly in the 
stove, yet, in spite of all, the invalid felt the 
cold, and shivered, for an old man’s blood is 
thin and hard to warm into life. Yet in reality 
he was not an old man; that is to say, he was 
yet within at least twelve or thirteen years of 
the proverbial three score and ten, But he was 
what is worse; he was a man whose entire con- 
stitution, physical and mental, was worn out 
—used up before its time. Six months before 
Sir Alexander Gascoyne, for it was he, was as 
fine a specimen of a hale, straight, hearty old 
gentlemen as you could wish to see. Active, 
vigorous and strong; quick to resolve, and 
speedy to execute; of asanguine temperament, 
and a hearty off-hand manner which was very 
taking, and none the lessso because of its slight 
infusion of aristocratic hauteur, Sir Alexander 
when he first set foot in Bouldersville looked, as 
indeed he was, in the prime of manhood. 

What then had caused so lamentable a change 
—so terrible a breakdown. The story is a sad 
one; all the sadder, perhaps, because so com- 
mon. It is not necessary to enter into all the 
bitter and tedious details. Enough for us to 
know that the warning given by old Jakes as to 
‘ the stability of the Isabella Silver Mining Com- 
pany had proved only too true. Not that the 
concern had actually ‘‘burst up,” for eventually 
it turned out a magnificent success. But it had 





been “ manipulated.” After, by cunningly- 
worded prospectuses and what not, the origi- 
nators had succeeded in getting some wealthy 
English capitalists interested in the mine, and 
had prevailed on Sir Alexander, the Hon. Plan- 
tagenet Blinks, M. P. for the Camlachy Burghs, 
and other English magnates, to become direc- 
tors of the concern, and, of course, to invest 
their capital in it, and the capital of such of 
their friends as they could secure, it was found 
after a time that the mines had suddenly become 
flooded. Indeed, it was boldly asserted even 
that the veins of silver-ore had been wrought 
out; had come to a stop; and, in short, that the 
Isabella Silver Mines, which had been purchased 
for the “ridiculously low price” of five million 
odd dollars, was not worth an old song. 

So, down the shares went with a rush, and 
Sir Alexander went down with them. How was 
he to know, honest simple gentleman as he was, 
that the flooding of the mines, etc., was all a 
job; that the original promoters of the concern, 
now they had got foreign capital to buy it and 
set it a-going, were secretly buying in the 
‘tworthless’”’ shares as fast as they could? That 
in fact the mine was an almost invaluable 
property, as eventually it proved to be? Aill 
he knew was that the shares had dropped from 
$250 to a merely nominal figure—say 50 cents 
—and that thousands of poor shareholders in 
England who had been induced to invest their 
money—in many cases their little all—on the 
strength of such men as Sir Alexander Gas- 
coyne, Bart., the Hon. Plantagenet Blinks, M.P., 
shrewd men of business like the Hon. James 
Anderson, M. P. for Cartsdyke, and others 
being on the Directorate—were clamoring to 
have him and his fellow-directors brought to 
justice ? 

Great God! that the century-honored name 
of Gascoyne should be bandied about so; should 
be made a by-word and a reproach; that the 
words thief and swindler should be even 
breathed in connection with it, much less 
boldly uttered in the public press!—the very 
thought was terrible. In comparison with that, 
so far at least as himself was concerned, he did 
not care one jot for the loss of the money, 
though that even meant little less than ruin. 

And then, too, there was his boy, his only 
one—on whom, in the natural course of events, 
it would fall to maintain the honors and dis- 
charge the responsibilities of the House of Gas- 
coyne! 

No wonder the poor Baronet broke down 
under the crushing accummulation of misfor- 
tune, remorse and shame. 

It was some little comfort certainly to know 
how splendidly his boy—brave boy! and the 
old man’s eyes filled with tears each time they 
turned, and they were always turning, to that 
brave young face—had stood the shock. But 
even that consolation had its sting, for if 
Archie, instead of being the son he was, had 
turned out a scapegrace and a roué, his father 
would have regretted the fall of the old house 
less. But, as it was, it almost added to, even 
while it in some measure assuaged, his remorse 
and sorrow. 
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Need we say more on this particular subject? 
We think not. It would be unprofitable in 
any case to detail one by one the insidious 
snares and inducements by which the Baronet 
had been wiled on step by step to ruin; useless 
as well as sad. Sufficient for us that ruin had 
come,—ruin physically, pecuniary, mental. 

This, of course, had not been the work of a 
day. Five months have elapsed since, in all 
the blaze and glory of one of July’s loveliest 
mornings, Archie had arrived in Bouldersville 
to find his father the centre of an admiring 
crowd of toadies, shysters and designing specu- 
lators. From the very first the Baronet had 
turned a deaf ear to all his son’s representa- 
tions and warnings; smiling down upon them 
complacently, from the supreme height of his 
own great experience and wisdom, as the timid 
apprehensions of unexperienced youth. 

“‘Never fear, my boy,” he would say as he 
slowly patted his breast in that grand manner 
of his, ‘‘the shares are going up every day, and 
the interest—demmit, Archie, next month we 
are going to declare 75 per cent.” 

And so the shares ad go up and the 75 per 
cent. was declared, and within ten days the 
Isabella Mine had gone to smash. 


* * 
* 


This was on the 12th of October, and on 
the 13th the old man suddenly broke down. 
Learned men called his illness by various im- 
posing and long-winded names; but Archie 
simply knew it as paralysis. 

At first, in his distress, the poor lad was in 
despair as to what he should do, not having a 
single reliable friend in the whole place whom 
he could consult with confidence. At last he 
bethought himself of Jakes, to whom he imme- 
diately wired, following up the telegram by a 
lengthy but succinct letter giving full particu- 
lars of the tragedy. In reply he had received 
a message to this effect: 

“Do naught till you hear from me. Above 
all don’t sell out just yet. Wire from time to 
time how things are.” 

And so Archie had done, but it was now the 
second last week in December and Jakes had 
sent no further message. 

Such was the state of matters at the time 
when this chapter opens. Propped up in bed, 
as we have seen, the Baronet was surrounded 
by papers and documents, scrips and shares, 
prospectuses and letters of all kind, which he 
kept nervously turning over and over, forget- 
ting each sentence as soon as read, and con- 
tinually appealing to Archie with querulous 
questions and complaints. 

‘Why can’t we sell out?” he would cry, 
and Archie had hard work to pacify him; to 
make him understand the ‘‘ why ” was impossi- 
ble. All he himself knew was that Jakes had 
urged him not, on any account, to do so, and 
he meant this to follow Jake’s advice. 

‘* If I only had enough money,” was another 
constant moan of the sick man. “If I only 
had enough to pay back poor Mrs Blake!—if 
I only had that! Poor Fanny!” 

Mrs. Blake, you must know, was an old wid- 
owed lady of Sir Alexander’s acquaintance. 
Gossip indeed had it that far back in those 
brave days when George the First was king 
she had been his first love. However this may 
be, she and the Baronet were particularly close 
friends, and it was he who had induced her to 
take her little fortune out of the three per 
cents and reinvest it in the ill-fated Isabella. 

‘“‘ If I had only money enough to repay Mrs. 
Blake. Poor Fanny!” 

And then his thoughts would go back to the 
time when they two used to wander hand-in- 
hand through the blossomy woods of Ferny- 
down—a portion of the Gascoyne estate—and 
the old man’s serrow would break out afresh. 

On the night of which we speak, he had 
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harped on this string even more than usual; and 
as Archie sat by the bedside and listened to his 
piteous moans, his young heart rose within him. 

Times without number he had thought of 
poor Jim’s deathbed confession—his ghastly 
legacy. Again and again he had read it; again 
and again had found himself consulting the 
map, and endeavoring to fix the exact locality of 
thescene of that midnight tragedy. Was it really 
all true? If so, was the money there yet? And 
all the time his sensitive mind shrank from the 
idea of touching that blood-stained gold. 

True, the man had been a ruffian, a swind- 
ler, to all accounts a ruffian of the deepest 
dye. ‘True, he had also been shot in what the 
parlance of that part of the country called a 
‘fair, square, stand-up fight.”” ‘True, he had 
only been so shot after not only swindling, but 
attempting to murder his two guests; and 
equally true he had left neither kith nor kin, 
acquaintance nor friend to inherit his ill-got 
gains. But all the same they were ill-got; and 
all the same, according to the judgment of an 
English tribunal, Jim would undoubtedly be 
held to have committed murder. 

So it was that Archie, with what some read- 
ers of this history may consider to have been 
prudish sensitiveness, shrank from touching 
that blood-stained gold. 

That night, however, the Doctor on leaving 
had whispered to him that if the Baronet’s 
mind were only more composed his recovery 
would be rendered much more probable and 
easier. So the upshot of it all was that in the 
morning Archie said to Sir Alexander: 

“Would you find it very hard, sir, to be 
without me for a day or two?” 

‘* Without you!”’ with as near an approach 
to a shriek as his feeble voice could give, cried 
the invalid, ‘are you mad, my boy?” and 
then he cried. 

What could Archie do but wait? And he 
did wait; but later on that same day, when the 
Baronet seemed in better spirits, he renewed 
the attempt. 

“You know, sir, I would die sooner than 
leave you, but I think I know of a good way 
by which I could get enough money at least to 
repay Mrs. Blake, if only you could spare me 
a few days.” 

At first the Baronet merely glared at him— 
speechless. ‘Then gradually the expression of 
his face changed into one of intense eagerness 
blended with mixed incredulity and joy. With 
feverish energy he clutched his son by either 
arm and peered into his face as if he would lay 
bare his very soul. 

‘* Archie, my son—my first and only born 
—dost thou deceive me ?” 

** Deceive you, father? As there is a God 
above us—-no,” replied Archie solemnly. 

“And you think—you really thi-ink you cou- 
could get this money ?” 

“*T do.” 

“ Bu-ut how?” 

“That, sir, I cannot explain now. Only 
trust to me—only trust.” 

*‘And how I-long would you be away ?”’ 

‘*T don’t quite know, sir; that depends. But 
not more than six days.” 

*« Six days,” murmured the sick man ina low 
voice, the childish pathos of which went 
through the son’s heart like a knife, ‘‘ that—is 
—a—-lo-ong time.” 

Then there was a long pause. After which 
the Baronet said: 

‘* But you think you can get the money ?” 

** Yes, sir, 1 do.” 

‘Poor Fanny! In that case, my boy,—you 
—had—better—go. .. . There— leave me.” 

Then he turned his face to the wall and wept. 

* 


* 
That same evening, after arranging with the 
Doctor for his father’s treatment and care, 


THE CITY OF GOLD. 

Silver City, Colorado, is one of those mar- 
vellous outcomes and developements of West- 
ern American civilization and enterprise to 
which the history of no other portion of the 

lobe affords a parallel; cities—wealthy, popu- 
ous and great; full of gigantic enterprises, 
unconquerable ambitions and prodigious en- 
ergy; with all the rude freedom of a half- 
savage community and the luxury and vices of 
New York and Paris,—which, during the last 
half century, have sprung up, literally in a 
night, all over the western portion of the Uni- 
ted States. 

At the time when our hero was crossing the 
Atlantic in the good steamship ‘‘State of 
Georgia,” Silver City—it had originally been 
known as Grizzly Gulch, but when the place 
shot into importance had been rechristened 
by the more fashionable and euphonious name 
of Silver City—was a mean place of some 5 
or 6,000 inhabitants, mostly miners. 

The principal buildings were little more than 
shanties, and not much at that, and of women 
there were not more than a score or two. 

The leading thoroughfares were agreeably 
diversified by great gaps, and waste spaces 
covered with sage bushes and timber. ‘There was 
a newspaper, of course, but such asheet! About 
the size of your palm, as yellow as ochre, and 
all but illegible. ‘The want of a church was 
not particularly felt in the presence of several 
gambling hells, which with the aid of a low 
variety show, any number of drinking saloons, 
and several disreputable bagnios, supplied the 
citizens with excitement and pleasure. 

But the fame of the mines of Silver City soon 
spread like wildfire far and near, and thou- 
sands of adventurers from all parts of the 
country, and even from the uttermost ends of 
the earth came pouring into it. 

In an incredibly short time the old wooden 
shanties gave place to spacious and imposing 
buildings; within six months three churches 
had been erected; three theatres built; three 
morning daily papers established; street car- 
ways laid; schools built; an imposing Court 
House, City Hall, Post-Office and what not run 
up; besides half a score of large hotels and no 
end of really magnificent stores, and stately 
blocks of private dwelling houses, 

Muchas Archie had heard of the rapid growth 
of Silver City, the reality, when he arrived there 
—for it was his nearest resting-place to the spot 
where the treasure was supposed to be hidden, 
and indeed not far distant from it—he was 
fairly overwhelmed with astonishment. Through 
the streets, but six months before an arid waste, 
cumbered with sage bushes and timber, rushed 
and jostled an enormous crowd of eager.eyed 
men and women of every clime; strangers in 
creed, nationality, customs and color, but all 
united in one great common pursuit—the pur- 
suit of gold. 

Princely equipages, too, whirled along; from 
a thousand windows of hotel and store, for it 
was night—a Sunday night, by the way— 
flashed brilliant lights; and all was bustle and 
riot, luxury and stir and life. Crowds of 
fashionable ladies, with toilettes from Oxford 
Street and Worth, and furs from Astrachan and 
Thibet, mingled with the throng; their costly 
silks and old-world laces rubbed against and 
were soiled by the clay-smeared shirts gf sal- 
low- faced, fierce-eyed miners, armed con- 
spicuously around the waist with Colts and 
bowie-knives. 

There, too, he found the theatres open night, 
all night, and day-—Sunday and week-day; the 
actresses—heaven save the mark !—varying their 
histrionic efforts by dispensing insinuating 
beverages and other luxuries among the aud- 
ience. 

Then there were the gambling hells, one of 





Archie set out for Grizzly Gulch. 


which in particular Archie was told, was 200 
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feet long and 50 feet wide; and in and out of 
this magnificent den of vice throngs of men and 
women poured night and day, their entrance 
and exit being thought no more of than if the 
saloon had been a church. : 

Indeed, much less, For, to be a church- 
goer in Silver City was to be a marked man, 
an oddity. None but Catholics went, and 
they only when and because they couldn’t 
help it. 

And in that gambling hell, and not in it alone, 
but in many others, a brass-band played night 
and day; choice free lunches and recherché 
suppers (at the same charge) were dispensed 
to the patrons, with unlimited champagne and 
cigars. 

Men who yesterday had been loafing around 
bar counters in search of a free lunch were to- 
day riding in their carriages; banco-steerers, 
thieves, pickpockets, confidence-men and the 
like enterprising gentlemen plied a roaring 
trade; the noble profession of ‘ hands-up,”’ 
gentlemen, was freely practiced, often in open 
daylight; and bagnios, low dancing-saloons 
and other dens of infamy reaped a golden har- 
vest. 

To this City of Refuge—as veritably a City 
of Refuge surely as ever were Kedesh or She- 
chem or Kirjath-arba, or any of the other cities 
appointed as such in the days of Joshua— 
flocked adventurers of every imaginable kind. 
Broken-down aristocrats from Belgravia; blasé 
roués from Homburg; nervous, hollow-eyed 
speculators from New York; escaped _horse- 
stealers and cut-throats from ‘Texas; thieves, 
bawds and pickpockets from Five Points; run- 
away forgers and fraudulent bankrupts from 
either hemisphere; murderers from Sing-Sing; 
and hawk-beaked Jews from Shoreditch and 
the Bowery—with the usual army of profes- 
sional miners, shysters, broken-down ministers, 
lawyers, politicians, and men and women who 
had fled from the pressure of domestic or pe- 
cuniary embarrassments. — 

With these, of course, there were also hun- 
dreds of honorable men—honest, ‘ndustrious 
and law-abiding—who had been attracted to 
the spot by the laudable desire of making a 
legitimate fortune; as well as stray visitors like 
our friend Archie, who had been drawn thither 
either by curiosity or the necessities of busi- 
ness, 

Such was the city in which Archie thus sud- 
denly found himself placed, and distracted as 
he was by a thousand and one anxieties and 
griefs, he could not but study with imterest and 
wonder the extraordinary panorama before 
him; so bewildering in its marvelously strong 
and numerous contrasts, and so weirdly bril- 
liant by its dazzling lights, its glaring colors, 
its fiercely contrasted luxury and want, vice 
and virtue, pomp and squalor, tragedy and 
mirth, polish and vulgarity, lime-light and 
shade. 

But much as, even in his then condition of 
mind, he might have wished to explore it, he 
had other work to do—work which must be 
done at once. 

elt was not difficult to find out as near as pos- 
sible the spot he wished to go to. It was east 
of Silver City, certainly, but not far east. ‘The 
trouble was he dared not take a guide—dared 
not, indeed, take any help at all. Whatever 
was to be done, he must do himself; and much 
of what was to be done must be done in the 
dark. 

Nothing daunted, however, he set out boldly 
next morning on his quest, leaving his traps 
at the Grand Central Hotel, where he had 
put up. 

7 * 


* * * 


The story of how he fared must be reserved 
for another chapter. 


[To be continued.] 






























































D = THEATRE. Broadway and 33d St. 
graNns - W. Henverson, Proprietor & Manager. 








EVERY EVENING AND SATURDAY MATINEE, at 1.30. 


FATINITZA. 
FATINITZA. 
FATINITZA. 
Admission 25c., soc., $1 and $1.50. 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


CHRISTMAS PRESENTS, 


AMERICAN AND SWISS 
WATCHES. WATCHES. — .WATCHES. 


A FINE ASSORTMENT OF FRENCH CLOCKS. 
Aut Sorts or FINE JEWELRY anv 


DIAMONDS. DIAMONDS. DIAMONDS. 


Please remember the Red No. 9, nearest Broadway. 








POND’S EXTRACT is the greatest known remedy for 
curing diseases of an inflammatory character and stopping hemor- 
rhages. No household should be without it. Happiness goes 
hand in hand with health, therefore this beneficent agent does 
much for the people in never failing to inspire the afflicted with 
cheerful confidence, Where it is used in a family it is appreciated, 
because it does so much for its comfort. It is truly an exalted 
physician which never fails. Beware of imitations. Get the 


genuine. Take no other. 
——_ 





The Colton Dental Association is daily demonstrat- 
ing the anawsthetic effects of nitrous oxide gas in the parnless 
extraction of teeth. The number of patients certifying that their 
teeth had been drawn without pain, and that the gas was pleasant 
to inhale, reached on September 24, 1879, 112,743. ‘This includes 
persons from all points of the compass, who have had from one to 
twenty teeth extracted. 

Office: No, 19 Cooper Institute, New York. 


H. O'NEILL & CO, 


6th Ave., Cor. 20th St., 


OFFER THE STOCK OF FIVE IMPORTERS 
OF 


FANCY FEATHERS, 


consisting of 





Jet Bandaux, 
Fancy Feathers with Jet, 
Birds and Breasts, 


at less than 10 Cents on the Dollar. 





Immense Stock of 


FELT, VELVET & SATIN HATS. 


Fine Millinery Goods 


AT LOW PRICES. 








NOVELTIES IN 
Laces and Made-up Lace Goods 
BARGAINS IN 


Fancy Dress Goods 


AND 
BLACK CASHMERES. 
SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS IN 
BLANKETS, 
HOUSEKEEPING GOODS, etc. 


Merino Underwear and Hosiery, 
Gent’s Furnishing Goods, ete. 


H. O’NHILL & 00. 
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Park’ . Bechnges 


GiLBerT and Sullivan have been in the coun- 
try two weeks and yet this side of the world 
has not tipped up.— ew Haven Register. 


Ir must have been slippery weather when 
the prodigal son returned, as it is recorded 
that the old man “‘fell on his neck.”—Boston 
Commercial Bulletin, 

A MEADVILLE divine has drawn a compari- 
son between Judas Iscariot and sinners of 
modern times, doubtless with the intention of 
finally declaring Mr. Iscariot to have been a 
gentleman and ascholar.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Tue reduction of the price of the New York 
World to two cents during the campaign doubt- 
less had something to do with the Democratic 
defeat in that State. — Cincinnati Enquirer. 


WATTERSON says that Bayard can not walk 
into the White House over the dead body of 
Mr. ‘Tilden. But he might have added that 
David Davis can perhaps step around it. Of 
course it would never do for him to step on 
any body, dead or alive.— Bangor Commercial. 





THE man who can devour a dozen anda 
half raw oysters at one sitting, is the man for 
eighteen ate he. (What ho, without there! 
Seize him and hurl him from the loftiest bat- 
tlements of the donjon keep into the foaming 
portcullis that flows past the postern gate.) It 
is done. The limpid ripples of the silently 
flowing turret close above the eddying sally 
port, and all is ever.— Hawkeye. 








**My mother drove the paralysis and neuralgia all out of her 
system with Hop Bitters.’’—Zd. Oswego 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 





Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS, 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 


cordial in itself iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 








This firm Dundas Dick & Co. enjoys the reputation above 
all others, of making agreeable the taking of nauseous medicines. 
Their Soft C apsules are world famous, and deservedly so. The 
pale, yellow face of many a poor man, or woman, or child, is daily 
seen on our streets, suffering from these terrible afflictions (mala- 
rial diseases) without the means to employ the professional services 
they require. ‘ Thermaline’’ is the boon which will give them re- 
lief. We know what we say, when we assert that it is curing 
thousands.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J, G. B. Siegert & Sons.—J. 
W. Hancox, U. S. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
N. Y. City. 


Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE, 











Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 





_ IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL. 
North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE 
BETWEEN 
a York, Southampton & Bremen. 
<¢ Satling every Saturday, 
* Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 







MOSEL..... Saturday, Nov. 29 | DONAU..... Saturday, Dec. 13 
GEN. WERDER...Sat., Dec. 6 | RHEIN......Saturday, Dec. 20 


Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
: : HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
Pe GR ctccsesesensees $100 | Second Cabin.......-cccces $60 
Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $30 
N. B.—Steerage tickets to all points in the South of England, $30. 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, 
No. 2 Bowling Green. 


909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 








Fine Bonbons unexcelled for Excellence 
of Flavors and quality, 





NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 
VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Fancy Boxes and Baskets. 








Favors for the German of my own Importation. 


E. CREENFIELD. 


ESMeCREERY 


SILKS, sATINS, VELVETS. 


A stock replete with the latest novel- 
ties most fashionable fabrics 
and newest colorings. 


DRESS GOODS. 


PARIS NOVELTIES FOR TRIMMINGS AND COM- 
BINATION COSTUMES. 


PLAIN CAMELS HAIR IN ALL COLORS 
AND GRADES. 


FANCY TISSUES AND SERVICEABLE WOOLEN 
SUITINGS, 


AT VERY LOW PRICES FOR QUALITIES OFFERED. 
LACES, RIBBONS, 


FURS, INDIA SHAWLS, 
KID GLOVES, &c. 











The Mummery of Masonry. 


A new Edition of Puck, No. 128, containing above 
Cartoon, has been published. 
Copies can be had of all Newsdealers. 








SEE!!! 
THE BUSINESS SUITS, 
THE OVERCOATS, 


THE CHILDREN *s SUITS, 


At TRAPHAGEN & CO'S, 


398, 400 & 402 Bowery. 
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The Bodega 
The Bodega 


Supplies the very finest imported Wines and Spirits by the 
ttle, gallon or hogshead at wholesale prices; also samples by 


the g 
TIMOTHY STEVENS, Proprietor. 


Sole Agent for Jutes Cravette’s Clarets; Maretr & Co’s. 
Brandies; MAN-LAURANCE Champagnes; Mackenzir & Co’s. 
and Morecan Bros., Sherries. 


THE BODECA, 


83 Cedar Street & 351 Broadway, N. Y, 


G. H. MOMM & C0.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


mportation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 








or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 





1879 JONES 1840 


NEW AND ELEGANT WINTER GOODS. 
* 


FANCY GOODS. HouseFurRnisHinGc Goons. 


MILLINERY. m SILVERWARE. 
BOYS’ SUITS. * GLASSWARE. 
GLOVES. * * CROCKERY. 
LACES, * “CHINA. 


* 
J” JONES *, 


* Eighth Avenue a 
AND 
* Nineteenth Street. Nineteenth Street. 6 


cs e 
*, JONES ,* 


* 


Eighth Avenue 














sHurs. ¥*€ & SILKS. 
CLOTHS. a . M  CArexrs. 
DOMESTICS. * * * DRESS GOODS. 
UPHOLSTERY. = oo SUITS & CLOAKS. 
FURNITURE. & SHAWLS, FURS, &c. 





Bargains in each of our 35 Different 
Departments. 
Personal and Housekeeping outfits farnished, 
Samples sent free on plication. 
Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue, 
00 pages. 





The Solid South, toa woman, are for Hop Bitters, using them as 


The Bodega 


A GIRL OF METTLE. 


I METAL lovely girl one day 
Who glanced her iron me 

In such a sweet, mischievous way 
That I felt ore fully. 


Ah! how could I dis pewter right 
To steel my heart away; 

Her silver tongue gave such delight 
That I was lead astray. 


I summoned all my brass to plead 
My love for her was gold. 

‘If you have any tin—agreed,” 
She answered, oh! so cold. 


I thought I’d zinc when she began; 
For I had not a “‘copper;” 
But ere her web bronze round a man 
I hope old Nickel stop her. 
—Detroit Free Press. 





So Kentucky has a 175-pound pumpkin. 
Don’t let Mr. Hayes know it. The State is 
not quite big enough to hold him and Grant 
at the same time.—Zouisville Courier-Journal. 


A NEw cooking club is forming in Philadel- 
phia, and we fully expect to observe a reduc- 
tion in the number of suicides and wife mur- 
ders in the ordinary course of time.—/. Y. 
Com. Adv, 


AN enterprising genius who: sends us, for 
gratuitous insertion, a two-column article laud- 
atory of what he has to sell, is considerately 
pious enough to enclose a small illuminated 
card on which is printed the admonition 
‘Swear not at all.”—Rome Sentinel. 


ScaRLET flannel skirts are again in vogue, 
and it will require the careful scrutiny of the 
most experienced engineer to tell whether the 
red object he sees fluttering in the distance is 
a danger signal or a woman shooing her geese 
off the track.— Keokuk Gate City. 


THE worst thing about a mosquito is its long 
soliloquy as to where and when it is going to 
settle down and bite-—Mew Haven Register. 
Just so with a woman. When she looks at a 
new style of bonnet, the clerk never knows 
when she is going to settle down and buy it. — 
Keokuk Constitution. 


A SOCIETY to encourage the keeping of goats 
has been started in London. Americans ought 
to be able to give the blarsted Hinglishman a 
few points, All that is needed are a few hoop 
skirts, the refuse of half a dozen tinsmith’s 
shops and sheet-iron workers. ‘These given, 
with an occasional circus poster by the way of 
dessert, and the goats will be sure to come, 
and come to stay. No one ever saw a dis- 
carded hoop skirt or pile of old iron without 
also seeing the festive goat actively engaged in 
converting these comestibies into goat flesh, 
milk and immature kid gloves.—Boston Tran- 
script. 

GENERAL GRANT says he was shown a piece 
of land in China which had been under culti- 
vation every year for 5000 years without de- 
terioration of the soil. This result is effected 
by returning to the soil everything taken from 
it that is not consumed. Here then is the 
secret of the remarkable richness of Chinese 
soil. And here too is a lesson for our Maine 
farmers who complain that their lands have 
“run out.” Instead of wasting their old um- 
brellas, broom-sticks, rubber overshoes and to- 
mato cans let them carefully apply them to the 
soil. And all the roots and garbage, and the 
noble sculpins and dog fish, they also should 
be utilized. ‘This may be the way to make a 
Maine farm productive for 5000 years without 






















BROOKLYN, Fulton St., opp. Clinton. 
PHILADELPHIA, 1022 Chestnut St. 
BOSTON, (JoAQuIN & CIE.,) 32 Temple Place. 





The most beautiful Novelties ever exhibited are now in our 
Stock, which has attained a Degree of Completeness in every 
respect never before equalled by the Millinery Trade. _We keep 
none but choice, fashionable Goods, and sell them at lower 
Prices than are paid for inferior Goods at other places. 


WE HAVE OPENED 


5 Cases Paris 


» 
TRIMMED BONNETS 


AND NEW DESIGNS OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE, 
These Goods represent the correct Parisian Winter Styles, 
are of exceptional Beauty, and will be offered at astonishingly 
Low Prices. Also, 


LONDON FANCY ROUND HATS 


in Great Variety for Semi-Dress, Walking and Riding Wear, 
handsomely trimmed. 

A Special Offering of over 200 BONNETS and ROUND HATS 
for Ladies, Misses and Children, of precious Manufacture and 
Importation, at an immense Reduction ot Prices 

Elegantly Trimmed MISSES’ and CHILDREN’S HATS from 
$1.50 to $3.00. Reduced’from $3.00 to $1.50, 

Elegantly Trimmed FELT and VELVET BONNETS and 
ROUND HATS for Ladies and Misses from $5.% to $1000. Re- 
duced from $9.00 to $18.00 in order to make roum for New,Goods 
now en vogue. 


Ladies’, Misses’ and Boys’ Derbys, 
At from 75 cts. upward. 
Our Extended Department of 


Misses’ and Children’s Millinery 


Offers Novelties which are only to be found in Our House, at 
Exceedingly Low Prices. 
OUR NEW DEPARTMENT OF 


BOYS’ HATS AND CAPS. 


We respectfully beg leave to call attention to the fact that we 
are offering.a Complete Assortment of the Most Fashionable 
Styles in the above Goods. Please examine them. The same 
Popular Prices as prevail in our other Departments will be 
maintained in this. Elegant Hats ut 75 cts. and upward. 


RIBBONS, 


Of Superior Quality, in all the Popular Shades, Plain and Fancy, 
for Bonnet, Sash and Dress Trimming. We are offering an 
Elegant Satin Ribbon, No. 16, at 29c.a Yard, worth fully 3ic. 
Other Widths and Qualities reduced in the same proportion. 


SATINS, 


For Bonnet and Dress Trimming, in all Shades; extra heavy 
Black, $1.26 a Yard; sold elsewhere at $1.50 and $1.75. Colored 
Satins same proportion. Also Black Silks at low prices. 


VELVETS, 


Expressly manufactured for us in Lyons. We offer Special 
Bargains in these Goods. Fine Quality Black Trimming Velvet 
at $1.26, $1.48 and $1.69 per Yard; formerly sold at $2.00, $2.25 
and $2,75. Please examine them. 


FELT HATS AND BONNETS, 


In Great Variety and in the LATEST PARIS SHAPES. Elegant 
Quality French Felt Hats in all the Popular Shapes at 47 cts.; 
sold elsewhere at $1, and our finer Qualities we offer in the same 
proportion. Velvet and Satin Hats, made in the best manner, 
of superior quality Velvet and Satin, ready for Trimming, at 
19 cts.; sold elsewhere from 25 cts. to 30 cts. Beaver Hats, 
Bonnets, extra fine quality. 


Beaded Crowns and Rims, Hat Scarfs, Cords and Braids, 
AND THE BEST ASSORTMENT OF 


Ostrich and Fancy Feathers 


IN THE CITY, 





deterioration of the soil. Who knows ?—San- 





their only family medicine. 


gor Commercial, 





All at the:Most Popular Prices. 
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BILLIARD AND 1O-PIN BALLS 


IVORY, SHELL 





Cloth, 
Cues, Cue-Tips, and PEARL 
Chalk, etc, § Fancy Goods, 
Checks, Chessined, f Tomer Sets, 
DIOE, KENOS, ff 
PLAYING CARDS, Z Canes, Mone, ae 


Dominos, etc. Repairing done. 


F. GROTE & Co., 
No. 114 East Fourteenth St., New York. 


POND’S EXTRACT. 


No home, no school, no hotel, no sea- 
side cottage, no country farm, no board- 
sng-house should be without this In- 
valuable Family Remedy. It 
1S astonishing what cures it effects. It 
does not profess to do EVERYTHING, but it 
not only professes to, BUT WILL, cure all 
diseases that are of an iuflamma- 
tery character and stop all bleed- 
fog~. Hence its wondrous efficacy in 
Catarrh, Hoarseness, Rheu- 
matism, Neuralgia. Diph- 
theria, and Sure Throat, 


Caution —Ponp’s Extract is sold 








THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 


The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 
exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
greatly reduced prices, and sent by 
mail to all parts of the country. 

Send for full descriptive circular to 

N, Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO., 
683 Barodway, New York. 


ORCAN BEATTY EIANC 


New ms 1S stops, Sset Golden Tongue Reeds, 5 oct’s 

2 knee — walnat ease,w arnt’d wd eth stool & book $98 

Ncw Pianos, stool, cover & book, $143 to 8255. Before 

you buy besureto write me. Iinstrated Sewspapersent Free 
Address DANIEL F, BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey. 


NEW CROP VIRGINIA ,,Tsnew.cro? } VANITY. FAIR 
of Tobacco from which FRAGRA 
VANITY FAIR Tobacco and Cigarettes are being pungnenaed. 
is without doubt the finest that has been gtown in a long time, 
and possesses a rare fragrance and a mildness so much sought 
after by connoisseurs The above are now put up by us and sold 
under the brand Excelsior, fhroughout Great Britain and Europe. 
Try our Fragrant ‘‘HALVES’’—Rare Old Perique and. Virginia. 
SIX FIRST PRIZE MEDALS. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


Established 1838. 


eee = & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Betw. S. Sth Ave. & Wooster St., NEW YORE, 
Bargains in every department. 
American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold Amcrican Stem Winders, $50. 
Diamond Sinds, $10. and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3. and upwards. 
The largest assortment of Jewelry at lowcst 
prices. 
Repairing of every description neatly executed. 
GOODS SENT C. O. D. TO ANY PART OF THE U.S. 


e E J + 
Waldstein, Expert Optician, 
known in Vienna, Paris, St. Petersburg and London for up- 
wards of a Century, and in New York for forty years. 

Eyes fitted with suitable glisses. Consultation, inquir 
correspondence solicited from those, whose 7 is impaired. 

Only the finest Optical Goods kept on Stock, which the Public 
are respectfully invited to inspect. 


WALDSTEIN, 


41 Union Square, Cor. Broadway and 17. Str. 


PH. & WM. EBLING'S 


AURORA PARK 


ALE AND LAGER BEER BREWERY, 


St. Ann’s Avenue, Cor. 156th St., 


MORRISANIA, N.Y, 
Special Attention given to Bottling and Shipping Trade. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 


Manufactured by B, Pottak, New York, 




















and 











only in bottles with the name blown in 
the glass. 





It is unsafe to use other articles 
with our directions. Insist on Ponp’s 
Extract’. Refuse all imitations and sub- 


GamDGGarEe veane manks stitutes. 





IMPURE BREATH 
is the most disagreeable resu!t of de- 
cayed teeth, as well for the afflicted 
one as for his eee 
The cause may easily be removed 
by cleaning the teeth daily w. ta the 
popular, fragrant 


SOZODONT. 


It sweetens the breath, cools and re- 
freshes the mouth, hardens the gums 
and whitens the teeth.—Gentlemen 
that smoke should regularly use 


SOZODONT. 


It removes the disagreeable smell of Tobacco. 
ALL DRUGGISTS SELL IT. 












eantn ».¥ 
— on angen! 
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VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 





THE MOST 
Cxtensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the Werid. 





The. M. Branewick & Balke Co., 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 


The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions | which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials ‘Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own manufacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
cHié 





AGO, 
ST. LOUIS, 
NW 


EW YORK. 





three hours. For 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons ef medicine ia two or 
articulars address with stamp to 








H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York 


ESTABLISHED 1853. 
GOLD MEDAL 





F. BOOSS & BRO. 


IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


FINE FURS, 


AND DEALERS IN 


Skins and Furriers’ Trimmings, 


449 Broadway & 26 Mercer S&t., 


3et. Howard and Grand Sts., NEW YORK. 


SEAL SKIN SACQUES 


AND 
FUR-LINEeED SARIACEWTS 
A Specialty. 


Highest Award at the CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, 1876. 


FURNITURE. 


CARPETS, BEDDING 


etc. 








etc., 


BM. COWPLRTHWAIT 


& CO., 


(Established 1807.) 


153,155 & 157 Chatham St. 


EIGHTEEN SHOW ROOMS. 
EVERYTHING FOR HOUSEKEEPING, 


ALSO, 


Store, Office and Salcon Faritare 


PAYMENTS MAY BE MADE 
WEEKLY or MONTHLY. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston St., 


AND 


139 to 151 Bowery. N. Y. 


Branches in all the principle Cities. 











Grand Display ot 


Fall & Winter Goods. 


PANTS TO ORDER - . $4.00 to $10.00, 
SUITS TO ORDER - $15.00 to $40.00. 
FALL OVERCOATS TO ORDER from $15.00 upw. 


Electric Light used.—Colors seen as distinct as in day 


time. 
Samples sent to every part of the United States, with instrvc- 


tion for self-measuring. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 








No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 
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CALENBERG & VAUPEL 


FACTORY AND 


Segeriorto all others in Tone, Durability, 
and Workmanship; have the endorsement For Ricuness or Tons, 
ce arm ger gn eka te Cxasticrry or Touch AnD WAREROOMS: 
hibition. Reduced Prices. Cash or Time. J&VERYTHING THAT RENDERS 335 W. 36th St. 
A Prano PERFECT, THey between 8th & oth Avenues, 
NEW YORK. 





Sohmer & Co., 149 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


CANNOT BE SURPASSED. 








e - Photographer, 
46 E. 14, St. 
Union Square. 


THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN. 
Steam Elevator from Street-Door. 










PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshiibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottler’s of Rincier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 

PH. SCHERER & CO., 
8 College Place, near Barclay St., N. Y. 





THE FAMOUS 
Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, wit burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US 


PRICE. SIZE. PRICE. 

uous savedsaweneeaawewes $5.00 © ie socks vccn veces censoneeee 

eecccccce o° 2 esecees 5-75 BW © Jcccccccccecccescerce SEGS 

ocean mae memtat 6.73 WO. Nescpesdesecsecresexee-SQ™ 
<eseeeaeeseeeeenune 8.75 The Trade supplied. 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 
HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 


Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator: 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City. 














¥ 
Rie 
Mi 


q 
} #526 BROADWAY 


q ALSO, } 
Hee -103 & 105 E, 14th St., New York. , 


eeeenepetinee — _ — 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole — tor 
Ayala-Chateau d Ay 
CHAMPAGNES. 
TAUBowich & Co, Huedesnetm, Rhine Wines. 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 


Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs,; 
etc., etc. 


RUINART settee 17200 LAMP AGNES, 


Connoisseurs pr ¢ recent sh ts of these Wines to be 
unequaled in quality. 
Werzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO., 
16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States. 





























CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE wortp. 
175,672 NEW and OLD Standard WORKS in 
Every Department of Literature. Almost given 
away. ic of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 


PUBLISHER OF 


ENLARCGINC OF PHOTOCRAPHS, 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty; PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION. 


Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 


PATENT COVERS 


308 Broadway, FOR 
“ NEW YORK. 


FILING ‘PUCK’ 
Price, $1.00 
FOR SALE AT THE ‘PUCK’ 
OFFICE, 


21 & 23 Warren St., 
And through any newsdealer 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


can be supplied on demand 
ADDRESS; 


Office of ‘PUCK’ 
21 & 23 Warren St. 











> ‘ 
KEEP’S SHIR'IS 
ARE THE VERY BEST. 

Boys’ and Youths’ Shirts, all complete, best quality, $x each. 
—Keep’s Patent Partly-Made Shirts, only plain seams to finish, 
6 for $6.—Keep’s Custom Shirts, very best, made to measure, 6 for 
$9; fit guaranteed.—Night Shirts, all styles, extra length, $1 each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

: Keep’s Very Best Kid Gloves. 

Plain or Embroidered, 1-Button, $1.10 pair.—Plain or Embroi- 

dered, 2-Button’s, $1.25 pair. Every pair guaranteed, 
KEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 

Best Gingham, Patent Protected Ribs, $1 each; warranted 50 
per cent. stronger than any other Umbrella. 

Regina and Twilled Silk Umbrellas, and Canes in all styles. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

Comprise#all the newest and best goods for Fall wear. 

Canton and Scarlet twilled Flannel, from 7c. to $1.50. 

Angola, Fleece, Scotch Wool, and Shetland Shirts and Drawers, 
from 6oc. to $2.50 each. 

Scarlet Wool Knit Shirts aud Drawers, $1.25 to $1.50 each. 

THE LATEST NOVELTIES 
Are now ready in Gents’ Silk, Linen, and Cambric Handkerchiefs, 
Scarfs in elegant desigrs and effects. 

Our Gold-plated ang | is the best Quality. Scarf rings, Pins, 
Studs, Sleeve and Collar Buttons at about one-half the usual cost 
elsewhere.—Samples and Circulars mailed free. 

Perfect Satisfaciton Guaranteed in all of Keep’s Goods. 


KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY. 


TORES: 


: { 637 Broadway bow York, 


No, 341 Fulton Street, 
1299 Broadway Bi 1 


rooklyn, 


Zz 
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CHAMx*= PAGN ; 


fPERN Aig 


L. DE VENOGE, 
837 South William Street, New York. 


GENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 





JHL NI G3LYOdWI 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
Ss ‘Nn 





ts. Outfit Free. 





LECCAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, 


NEW YORK. 





ugusta, Maine. 


B77 7 siirccs F. 0. VickEnY 















IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Gentlemen’s Hats, 
174 Fifth Ave., 179 Broadway, 


3erween 22d & 23rd Srrzzts, Near CorTLanpT Street 


NEW YORK. 





CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Siik Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


FELT HATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 








Schmitt & Koehne, 
Central Park Brewery 


nd 
BOTTLING COMIPANY. 


Brewery, Bottling Department and 
Office 159—165 East soth Street. Ice- 
house and Rock-vaults, 56th and 57th 
Street, Ave. A, and East River, N. Y 


BOHEMIAN- AND LAGER-BEER 


The finest Beer for family use. The best Shipping Beer in bottles, 
warranted to keep in any climate for months and years. 









Gold, Crystal, Lace, Perfumed & Chromo Cards, name 
G2 in Gold & Jet roc. Clinton Bros, Clintonville, Ct 
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ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


Have in stock a fine assortment 
of Cartwright and Warner's 
Gentlemen’s Extra Stout Scarlet 
CASHMERE Shirts and Drawers. 
Extra stout MERINO Shirts and 


Drawers. 
Ladies’ and Children’s Merino 
Underwear. 

French Cardigan and Cuirass 
Jackets. 


Net and Cloth Gaiters. 
Cartwright and Warner’s All- 
Wool Half Hose. 

Extra Stout Merino Halts Hose. 
Gentlemen’s and Boys’ Scotch 
Lambs’ Wool beeen Hosiery, 
&c., &c. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, |" 


CLOTH DEPARTMENT. 


Men's Overcoatings in Elysians, 
Chinchillas, Shetlands and Fur 
Beavers. 

Scotch and English Suitings and 
London Trouserings. 

Broadcloths and Doeskins for 
Dress Suits. 

Ladies’ Ulster Cloths and Winter 
Cloakings. 

Suiting Cloths and Corduroys, a 
full line of Fashionable Shades. 
Children’s White and Fancy Col- 
ored Cloakings, &c., &c. 








Broadway, Cor. 19th Street, 
NEW YORK. 


Peron 


Soild by all Dealers throughout the World. 
Gold Medal, Paris Exposition, (878, 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


For DIAMONDS go to SANDIFER, 
the Diamond Merchant, 5th Ave. Hotel. 


Volume V. of “Puck,” 


Nos. 105-180 incl., 
bound or unbound, for sale at 
PUCK OFFICE. 


The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Pottak, New York, 














WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


rxXAN OS. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WAREROOMS, 
5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


DENTAL , OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Cana STREET. 


The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B. Potrax, New York. 


ANOTHER GREAT SUCCESS 


bY Doelger 


FIRST PRIZE 


LAGER BEER BREWERY 


ADDITION TO THE HIGHEST AWARD 
MADE AT THE GRAND BEER TEST 
HELD IN NEW YORK IN 1877. 


HAS JUST RECEIVED 


THE FIRST PRIZE 


AT THE 


GRAND NATIONAL FAIR 


i..c., 














HELD AT WASHINGTON, 


FOR THE GENERAL EXCELLENCE OF 
HIS LAGER BEER. 


Extract from the Evening Star ot Washington, D. C. 
Nov. 1. 1879. 


PETER DOELGER’S LAGER BEER.—The 
judges in Class 50, at the fair grounds yester- 
day, made the following awards: 
National Fair Grounds, Oct. 30, 1879. 

First prize awarded to Peter Doelger of New 
York for best half barrel of lager beer; also 
first prize to Peter Doelger for 12 bottles of 
best lager beer. Vote unanimous. H. H, 
Blackburn, S. Katzenstein, J, Aurback, H. A. 
Chadwick, H. A. McLaughlin, Benj. F. Worr'll, 
P. J. Duffy, J. E. Bangs, and M. O'Connell, 
judges. 





E, RIDLEY & SONS, 


Grand and Allen len Sts., New York, 
MILLINERY DEPARTMENTS 


CROW cake — 


FASHIONABLE GOODS 


AT ABOUT ONE-THIRD 
‘LAST WEER’S PRICES. 


Stationery and ‘Book Department. 


MISCELLANEOUS BOOKS—-THOUSANDS OF THEM 
at 25C., 35c. and soc. 


JOB IN FINE NOTE PAPER. 


S@ 15¢. for 5 quires. 


Fancy Goods 


DAILY FROM EUROPE — NOT POSSIBLE TO DESCRIBE, 


Zephyr Worsted and Embroideries. 
LARGE AUCTION PURCHASE, 
8-FOLD ZEPHYR AT sc. THE USUAL OUNCE. 











EMBROIDERED SLIPPER PATTERNS, 35¢., 50¢., 60¢s, 75¢ , 
HALF REGULAR PRICES. 
EMBROIDERED CUSHIONS, 7s¢., $1, $1.25. 





uerge Stocle of 
LEATHER ALBUMS, SATCHELS, POCKETBOOKS. 


JEWELRY DEPARTMENT, 
JET BALL BRAID, PIN AND COMBS, roc., 15C., 25¢c. and soc. 


FROM AUCTION. 
oo CARTONS OSTRICH FEATHERS. 
L OWEST PRICES FOR piety ts THIS aoe. 


Dress Silks. 


WE INVITE AN INSPECTION. RICH QUALITIES. 
LOWEST PRICES FOR 20 YEARS. 


Examine our 95c. Silk. 
WARRANTED PURE. 


BOYS’ SUITS. | SHOE DEPARTMENT. 


SANTA CLAUS 


will soon be ready to receive his friends. 


E. RIDLEY & SONS, 


Nos. 309, 311, 311 1-2 GRAND ST. 
Nos. 56, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68, and 70 ALLEN STREET. 











BY AUTHORITY OF THE STATE. 


GEN. G. T. BEAUREGARD, OF LOUISIANA, 
GEN. JUBAL A. EARLY, OF VIRGINIA, 


Will personally arrange all details and supervi+e the extraordinary 
Semi-Annual Drawing of the Louisiana State Lottery Company, 
at New Orleans, Tuesday, December 16th. 11,279 prizes, amoun- 
ting to $522,500, including one Capital Prize fine oo; one Grand 
Prize of $50,000; one Grand Prize of $20,000, etc. T ickets, ten 
dollars ($10); Halves, five dollars ($5); Fifths, two dollars, ($2); 
Tenths, one dollar ($1). 

Write for circulars, or send address to M. A. Daur, P. O. Box 
692, New Orleans, La., or same at 319 Broadway, New York. 





Refer to R. Hor & Co.; Harper Bro:.; 


ROOFS 





Wet Cellars, Damp Walls made water-tight. 


RESPONSIBLE GUARANTEE FOR A TERM OF YEARS. 


Lawrence Pros., Bankers, 31 Broad St.; 
Freo. K. Mayer and Stern Bros. 


Van Orden’s Asphalte-Slate Roofing & French Asphalte-Rock. 
IMPERISHABLE AND INDESTRUCTIBLE. 
MANUFACTURERS OF ROOFING AND PAVING SUPPLIES. 


Write for Circular. Describe your wants. Estimates free. 


EDWD. VAN ORDEN & CO., Established 1857, 79 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 


Baur & Betts; 


ONIAVd| © 
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